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The cloth was now taken away, and the bottles, glasses, and dishclouts, put upon the table, when Will Sitfast, who I found was a perpetual toast-maker, took the chair, of course, as the man of application to business. He began the King's health in a bumper, which circulated in the same manner, not without some nice examinations of the Chairman as to daylight. The bottle standing by me, I was called upon by the Chairman, who added, that though a water-drinker, he hoped I would not refuse that health in wine. I begged to be excused, and told him that I never drank his Majesty's health at all, though no one of his subjects wished it more heartily than I did ; that hitherto it had not appeared to me, that there could be the least relation between the wine I drank, and the King's state of health, and that, till I was convinced that impairing my own health would improve his Majesty's, I was resolved to preserve the use of my faculties and my limbs, to employ both in his service if he should ever have occasion for them. I had foreseen the consequences of this refusal, and, though my friend had answered for my principles, I easily discovered an air of suspicion in the countenances of the company, and I overheard the Colonel whisper to Lord Feeble, " This author is a very odd
"dog."
My friend was ashamed of me; but however, to help me off as well as he could, he said to me aloud, " Mr. " Fitz-Adam, this is one of those singularities which " you have contracted by living so much alone." From this moment, the company gave me up to my odd-nesses, and took no further notice of me. I leaned silently upon the table, waiting for, though to say the